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Your Great-Grandfather’s Ink

was an inconstant mixture, thickened or
thinned, as it required. Since those days
Carter has made the making of writing fluids
as exact a science as the
grinding of a lens.

Carter's Inx are for writer
folks who are particular
" about writing results. And
' now comes Carter's most
recent ink discovery—

Carter’s

Pencraft

Combined
Office and Fountain Pen

Ink

—one ink equ]]y adaptad to cither fountain pens

or inkwell use. thas the Carter
and brilliancy. It gums less than others, corrodes
less, writes a deep blue and dries a time-defying black.
Pencraft Ink is at all the best stationers’ in various
sizes at prices from $1.00 (qt.) to 15 cents per bottle.

After all, no
ink like Carter’s.
THECARTER'SINK COMPANY
Boston,

lz'ui Chicage Montreal
e
pewriter &:Hnm and
Cy.rﬁen Papersin America.

IE’

Stucco, concrete or brick v
much water, becoming
and disfigured. But t
proofed and beautified with

TRUS-CON

STONEIEX

APPLIED WITH A BRUSH
Ali {u.ri cement eonting which beeomesan
part < wall, sealing all pores
d filling hair-cra Hard as flint. Damp-
puuul weat hec-resisting. Gives uniform,
artistic eolor,  Applied to new or old walls
Furnished in a wariety of pl :mm- tones.
It will paay vou o leamn abount
Woterproofing Products.  VWiite lurlllll
informntion, telling us vour pevds
THE TRUS-CON LABORATORIES
153 Trus-Con Building. Detroit, Mich.

Wab i Ds finzs—Techmcal Paimts

be water-
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WURIiTiER I-'rsa Banll Cahlng l‘ff‘"

. inirumen making  Dig IG0.pagm Band Catalow.
b ohe Ir; r-manifacturer's pri
critd. Pay -Lr-‘-u(-

lrmlem]ueruluhed the
Lyric Cornet. W

Tautly in all utenells, eranitewsre, & iminum, tin, hra,
hot water baew, wte. S poider, cement of Piver  Any ons can use themm,
Send fir paie fon. e leree bor, i pives. 3Be pratpeil Arents
Wanted. Colletts Mfg. Oo., Box #42. Amsterdsm,N. Y.
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face with the cves of a beggar; but the re-
spotnse he had llnpwf for was not there.

“1—I don't know,” she faltered. I
guess we've had our time, Jolia”

And then he knew she would never under-

stand; knew too that she was not the kind
of wife to whom a man could confide a seeret
like his.  But he tried agam.  “Remember
that time, about twenty vears ago, when we
sat under the trees—the same old trees,
Muriel? I was ml-ciug vou to be my wife.
Wall you marry me?’ [ said, qust as plain
and direct like that, without any soft words,
We were both of us too tired, | guess, and
too poor and lonesome, 1o dabble with senti-
ment. [ guess we weren't like the others,
AMuriel, the others whe have sat under these
old trees since then. We were never voung,
yvou know.,”
" =Maybe it was best that way,” she con-
soled. " *We always were plainspoken and
-mnph: folks. And we've been getting along
pretty well—I guess as well as the ntiwr-
And T am sure I have been a lot happier
since 1 left Worley's office.”

BI(‘K NS suddenly became aware that
the odor of bay rum he exuded fresh
from his Sunday morning shave was con-
taminating the breath of the lilacs. But the
impression was fleeting. His wife was nurs-
ing a wound acquired by the youngest Bick-
ins in his efforts to run at top speed round a
circular Aowerbed and prove that the law
of centrifugal force was all bosh.

“If it hadn't been for Worley—" he
thought aloud; lhnlu,l‘l he hadn’t meant to.

“Worlev, yes— " said his wife, and therewas
bitterness 1 her voice that startled him.

“What do you know about Worley?” he
demanded a hittle sharply.

“Why, John, he was my emplover, you
know, " she explained meekly. “It was while
I worked in his office that I'got to know you
—don't you remember?”

“Yes, ves, of course. Queer T should have
forgotten it.”  And then, muttering under
his hreath, all but too low for her to hear,
“Seoundrel!”

She forced her arm tenderly under his.
“But he can't harm us any more, John.”

“Us- -"h.lﬂ'l'l us?” Hegavea little startled
gasp. “What do you mean, Muriel? How
did he ever harm us?

“Of, T am not sure just what I meant,
John. 1 never liked him, you know,” this
with a weak laugh that something strangled
into a groan. But it reassured Bickins.

“I was just thinking,” he said, *about
poor—poor Jones.  You never heard of him,
I guess?”

“No, I never heard of him. You are not
cold, are vou, John? But what are you say-
mng about ]nm"-’

Bickins, fumbling for words, wondered
how she could find it cold; for the air was
warm and caressing. Then, “Jones was
Worley's partner—I mean one of Worlev's
partners, CGuess you never knew much
about \'\'urh‘}" affairs  Well, poor Jones
was on the inside sure enough! He meant
well enough, did Jones: but he was voung
and foolish and poor, and there was a girl.
They were to be married as soon as he could
get alittle balance in the bank. And then
Worlew

He glanced at his wife. Her face, tense but
unimaginative, showed no trace of keener
interest,

“Worlev came to Jones and showed him
how he could use that bank balance,” he
continued bitterly. “He whispered a scheme
into his ear, whispered it in that smooth,
cunning way of h They were to start a
new investment enterprise with Jones as its
president, It looked straight enough to Jones,
honest fool that he was, Things began to
look cheerful. The girl and he had decided
om the day. Then

“You never really knew what a skulking
dog Worley was. The concern was a fraud,
a barefaced swindle; though Jones didn’t
know it until it was too late. Then, as he
was the nominal head of the concern, he
wns told he could either refund the inves-
tors' money or go to the pen.

“He as \’\nrl-. sy to help him. Warley
laughed. Said it was none of his affair.
Jones got down and begged him on his
knees.  Worley smiled that fiendish leer of
his. He went to his safe and took out some
papers.  He held them before Jones' eves.
I conld send vou to the penitentiary with

this,” he snarled. *Why, vou are nothing
but a commaon thief, }rmn- The hest thing

you can do is to Tool up vour friends and
borrow money to pay off those howlers,
When they are paid 'l tear up these papers:
not before.”

“I don’t know why Jones didn’t choke the
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life out of him. Maybe on aceount of the
girl. His frends helped him. He got a
twenty here, a fifty there, and finally the
investors were paid.

“Then they were married. She didn’t know:
doesn’t know vet.  Jones has been domg
pretty well; but every cent he has earned,
except a bare living for the wife, —poor,
loyal thing! —has gone to repay the friends.
His wife thinks he gives her every cent he
earns, But never a complaint from her!”

Still the woman was staring m‘u- the mist,

“But when the friends are paud,” she said at
last,” Junes' troubles will he over,won't they 2™

Bickins laughed Intterly. “There are
still the papers in Worley's safe.  Worley
had promised to return t them: but he knows
that as long as he keeps them _]rum-s will keep
his mouth shut. Jones had incriminated
himself pretty badly by obeying orders, and
the papers still prove 11, In the eves of the
law Jones is a—a thief.”

HE woman wound a cloak about her.
“Why doesn’t he tell his wife? " she asked,

“A man hates to tell his wife he is a thief.
And why should he worry her?”

“Oh, I see. But she would be glad, John,
and she would be proud to know how he
has ».lru;:;,l-.-rl for years to pay off lh-lT. debt
and give his children a clear name.

“Do vou really think so, Muriel?” he
asked with nervous imms&ily.

“I do,” she said, her face pale and wan in
the gathering dusk.

He bent close to her and took her hand,
his voice strangely exultant as he said, “But
what about the papers, Muriel, the papers
in Worley's safe? Do you think he would
be doing right by worrying her about them?”

She looked at him 1n a bewildered way.
“The papers—I thought you knew!”

“Didn’t I tell vou what a cur he 152 Wor-
ley means to hold them as a club over Jones
for the rest of his life.”

“But he won't,” said his wife quietly.

“Won't! What do yvou mean, Muriel?”

ISHMAEL

“Oy, John, John, I thought vou kndw —1I
should fave told vou—about those p pers.
Jones needn’t worry about them, befause
they—they arenot in—in Worley'ssafe

OT in Worley'ssafeanylonger!™ Of 4
den a guiver ran through his body\ the
blood pounded fiercely against his tempyles,
and he seized her arm in a convulsive g ip.
“No, I-—that is, the girl, the girl he was'go
marry —stole the paners 'I'mn]thun.n'c, Con-
tinued his wife.  “She knew more about
Worley's private affairs than most people
thought. She stole the papers, and she has
kept them ever since.  And she has known
all about her husband, his sacrifices and his
struggles, and—and she has loved himall the
more for it.  And she would have told him a
long time ago, John, if she hadn’t thought he
believed Worley destroved the papers.”

He sat very still beside her, looking into
her worn and pale face and hstening to his
watch ticking off the seconds in his vest
pocket. And as it ticked months and years
swung on slow hinges, revealing in a friend-
lier sunshine the '-Il!‘]‘]'l}\"; that had flown, and
flooding in a rich, glad dawn the falls and
winters that were :umm;,'

“Muriel, Muriel!” he murmured, eager 1o
fold her in his arms, vet shrinking as onc
shrinks from an object made sacred by long
and weary vears of search. “Muriel—anil
you have borne this with me! The poverty
and the fears and the shame and all—borne
it with me all these years! And I haven't
known it—haven't known yow, Muriel!”

Raindrops were falling, —fresh, life-giving
raindrops such as only spring can shed,
and the old trees above the bench dripped
them, one by one, one by one, on the two
below. A sleepily moaning wind rustled in
the branches, and then the drops fell more
copiously. But the two below did not know.

“Look! it's raining! The children, every-
body, are gone to the pavilion, Why, John,
we are the only ones who have stayed out
in the rain!”

He laughed, and it no longer sounded like
the crv of one who knows his spring and
summer have flown and that fall is near.
“And doesn't that prove, Muriel,” he said,
“that we are still young?”

then sniffed cautiously at it, the bristles ris-
ing at the back of his neck.

The house door was thrown open and a
bar of vellow light shot across the vard.
Martin Sammis, aroused by the racket, ap-
weared, half llrt.-:;svtl, bearing a shotgun, and
followed by Robert. In the bright moon-
light big Ishmael was plainly visible by the
chicken house, his nose to the ground.

“Holy Smoke!” cried Sammis, “It's
black devil. 1 knew it.”

Bringing his gun quickly to his shoulder,
he fired; but Ishmael was not there. His
quick sense had caught a noise at the other
end of the vard, and with incredible speed
for so bulky a creature he dashed round the
corner just in time to catch sight of a swift,
lithe body disappearing in the weeds.
There was a deep, growling roar from Ish-
mael's throat, a tremendous rush, a smoth-
ered cry among the burdocks, and then
silence,

Martin Sammis came up on a run, and
would have fired his other barrel at the first
movement his eve caught; but Robert was

ahead of him.

“Don’t shoot, Dad!™ he cried. “There's
something else.” What, he did not know;
but his sharp eves had seen something be-
side Ishmael, and that something was not
a hen.

As the man and boy approached Ishmael
lifted his head and stood his ground.  Some-
thing had been awakened in his shaggy
breast that, for the moment at least, drove
all fear from him.

“You thieving, useless cur, I've got vou
now!” roared the man, cager for the anal
shot: but still R{shf.'ﬂ blocked his way.

“No, Dad, no!™ he eried, “See here! It
isn't a hen at all, It's a—oh, Dad, what is
1127 He stood wondering above the bady
of the strange httle animal, his hand resting
unconscioushy on Ishmael’s shoulder,

Wondering why Ishmael neither ran nor
showed fight, Martin Sammis joined  his
som and looked. TIshmael was wondering
too,—wondering what he had done to pro-
voke this latest torrent of wrath, wondering
why the blow did not fall, wondering, with
all the power of his pathetic dog's eves, why
the little man kept his hand so comfortingly
upon him.

Martin Sammis lifted up the dead mink
by its tail. ‘.\"11 I' b darned!™ said he. *1
cever saw one of these things before, 1 don't

that
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**Spent his life at the ead of a chain,
and reputad to be dangzrous.”

know what 11 is; but I guess it's f all right.”

“Dad!™ said Robert meekly.

His father was contemplating the remains
of Putorius in silence.

“You see Ishmael didn't kill the chickens.”

“Ishmael? What's Ishmael?”

“This is Ishmael,” said Robert, a sort of
fatherly pride Lru\\llln}, up into his throat.
"\I.uu t I keep him—now—Dad?”

Martin Sammis glanced at the pair.  Tsh-
mael was sitting on his haunches, contems-
plating the face of Robert with that worship-
ful look that only dog lovers can know or
believe in.,

“Well,” sand he, “tie him out here by the
chicken honse.  He may keep other dogs
away,” and he turned back to the house

with liis myvsterious little carcass, thinking
of the tall story T wonld have for his neigh-
hors, and not noticing the hovish armis that
were thrown impulsively about the grean
dog's neck, nor the curly head buried in the
3 sobbing silently,
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